The flail-firm'd thresher, and steel-beak'd sword-fish

Only attempt to do what all do wish:

The thresher backs him, and to beat begins;

The sluggard whale leads to oppression,

And, t'hide himself from shame and danger, down

Begins to sink: the sword-fish upwards spins,

And gores hir4 with his beak; his staff-like fins

So well the one, his sword the other plies,

That, now a scoff and prey, this tyrant dies,

And (his own dole) feeds with himself all companies.

Who will revenge his death ? or who will call
Those to account that thought and wrought his fall ?
The heirs of slain kings we see are often so
Transported with the joy of what they get,
That they revenge and obsequies forget;
Nor will against such men the people go9
Because he's now dead to whom they should shew
Love in that act.   Some kings, by vice3 being grown
So needy of subjects* Idve, that of their own
They think they lose

if love be to the dead prince shewn.

This soul* now free from prison and passion,
Hath yet a little indignation